LIFE OF ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON

self had yet ceased to be a student, " for it is of such

boys that good citizens are made/* And in 1870 he
himself, as a riotous student, fell into the hands of the
police- He must have chafed at his own inaction and

the injustice of the arrest, for, on that occasion at any
rate, he was but a looker-on at one of the traditional
snowball fights between the University and the Town.
The magistrates, however, behaved with great discre-
tion, inflicted lenient sentences, and merely bound Ste-
venson over to keep the peace.

But while the external course of his life seemed
smooth, the deeper current had far more troubled a
stream. For one thing, as we have seen, he was not
interested in engineering, and all the time he could spare
from it was given up to the pursuit which had taken
firm possession of him. The art of writing was his
one concern, and to learn this he was giving all his real
self* In later life, when a master of his craft, he some-
times doubted whether he would not have preferred a
life of action, had that been possible to him. But it
was not for any reason of health that he gave up engi-
neering, but because his impulse to letters was ;tt this
time overpowering, and admitted of neither substitute
nor rival

There were, however, besides the misspending of
his time and the misdirection of his labour, other diffi-
culties that were far more grave* He had begiin to
work out for himself his own views of life; his religion
and his ethics, his relations to society nnd his own
place in the universe. He was following out the needs
of his mind and nature: strictly sincere with himself,
he could never see things in their merely conventional
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